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Tliere are a few poems in the English

language more widely known lhu.ii th«
. \isii of St. Nicholas." its distin¬
guished author, Clement C. Moore,
1.1..U.. wits born in New York. July 1"..
17S1. Ills fallet-. Itev. Ltonjariiih
Moore, was the Ulshop of the diocese,
and the son. after a careful training
under.^ijs honored father, graduated
from Columbia College in I;:'*.

It was Intended that ho should en¬
ter the ministry, but he never took or¬

ders, and devoted Ills life to teaching
and literature. Being a scholar of

Br. Clement C. Moore,
prear attainments and well versed In
the ancient languages, he published, in
lso'.i. a ili-brew Lexicon and thus b«»-
came the pioneer in the work of lie-
brew Lexicography iu this'country, in
hin Introduction lb this work he ex¬
pressed tin- "hope that it will he of
sonie Use in 1 reaking down the Impedl-
ments which present tlioniseiveit at the
entrance of the study of Hebrew"

In. Moore inherited a large estate in
Now Veil; and In Pis presented to tin-
Episcopal Seminary the entire block
bounded by Ninth avenue ami extend¬
ing to tin- Hudson river, between Twen¬
tieth und Twenty-first streets. Tills'
trait, then valuable, would now be a
princely gift, am! upon a part of it
s'.-ind tin- imposing buildings of the i;(i,..
oral Theological Seminary, one of the
most important InstitutiOlis of the |£i Is-
copal Church in America.
The home of Dr. Moore was a statc-lv

mansion of the older style, on the south
si-.!.- of Twenty-third street nbotil two
hundred fool wi ; of Ninth avenue. In
.s21 lie beca. Professor of Oriental and
fireck literature and retained this posi¬tion diirine life. The brief interval.. r>f
time wltlch could 1.:- spared from Ins
arduous labors, were devoted t.. will¬ing short poems, chlfly for tie- diver-'
Plöns of Iii« children, and showing th tdomestic aiTectiou was one of the pi-iii-elpul characteristics of his nature
iÜ}?,tani°£e !,U:" was the famous
"Visit of St. Nicholas."

As I drew In my head and was turning
around,

Down the chimney St. Nicholas came
with a bound.

He was dressed all lit fur, from his head
to his feet,

And Iiis clothes were all tarnished
with ashes and soot.

A bundle of toys he had Hung on his
back.

And he looked like a pedlar just openinghis pack.
His eyes.how they twinkled! His dim¬

ples, how merry!
His cheeks wore like roses, Iiis nose

like u cherry!His droll Hille mouth was drawn up
like n bow.

AmJ the heard of his chin was as white
as the snow;

The stump of a pipe he held light in his
* teeth,

And the smoke It encircled Iiis head like
a wreatit;

He hail a broad face and a little round
belly.

That shook when he laughed like a
bowl fun of Jelly.

He was chubby and plump, a right
jolly old elf.

And 1 laughed, when I saw him, in
spite of myself;

A wink of his eye and a twist of his
head.

Soon gave m<> to know I had nothingto dread.

A RUDE AWAKENING
Some Christmas Güls that Changed Hands

and Brought a Host ot Blessings.
A BLUE SILK STOCKINGS CONTENTS.
A Uroiil Trolley Kystom MirIke ami

Its I'll ri-i'.'i citing lie mi 11>. fcfl'cel <>n

I>nis.v*» ('lirlstuiny.A .Modern l.iiw
breilklnu S ilnt-'llalsy Finds ii Wuy
io (in* Nature of i he intruder.

By Herbert D. Ward.
(Copyrighted, ISUS, by Herbert D. Waid.)

1.
Daisy could not shop. This docs not

menu that she did not Bleep. She had
not be n known to miss u good night'srest for It must have been for six or
seven years, and she was now "going
on" her ninth year.

Daisy Parlier was the only girl in a
ramlly of two parents and live children.She was betwixt and between, looking
up to her two elder brothers with awe,and looking down upon the "two chll-

C( >v</ fay-ny. >vcj c^i-itU off p\oi<-.
[)st\d (jtiHmy uflurti, uijf <At C<»-«-<*»»/>*r-y f*c r-o-JC;

MlP-CHH to fhviyi(t* fjhj to LCs /'icon UjtAt-l\Z4*&>)
M^d oAim.y W»JtJ/ vllftior (Lk* tUe, cL>-.ju u4-0 -t.luJtu.

JCüJ^vAJ ß^AJ^t''«'«^ to p/f. Civic/ t. (Y f( ^OOt/jW *Jt}. "

/ 6" 6 2 , i/ftet/l til) / 3 ^cji«. c-t'-n-a^-v »*iit*^r( So

In 1SG2 Dr. George IT. Moore, of the
New York Historien! Society, resolvedlO Obtain, If possible, from Its mod I
author an autograph copy and his sucr
cess is shown l>v the following letter:

"Now York. March 15, lS-iL'.
"Dear Sir:.1 have the pleasure to in¬

form you that Dr. Clement <*. MoOrehas 1 :i so kind as to comply with my
replies! (made at your suggestion^ to
fin irlsh for the archives ¦.r our rsocletyah autograph copy of his justly cele¬
brated 'Visit of St. Nicholas.' I now1
enclose it to you. I need hnrdly «all
your attention to the distinctness rind
beauty of ids hand-writing, very r
mnrkable considering his advanced age(he completed his S2d year in July last)mid his much Impaired eyesight. This
poein was composed for his two daugh¬
ters as a Christmas prefw lit, and it wasI copied by n relative of Dr. Mo. .fromj which a copy was made by a friend
of her's from Troy.-and much to the
surprise of the author, were published
for the first time in a newspaper of that
city.

"Iii an Interview that I had yester-
day with Dr. Moore In- told me thai aI portly, rubtcon Dutchman, living In the
neighborhood of his fnliter's country[sent, Chelsea, suggested to him tin- Idea
of making St. Nicholas the hero of his
Christmas piece for Iiis children.

"I remain very respectfully,
..Your devoted servants

"T. NY. C. MOt IRE."
In 1811 this poem, and oilers, were

*T~jlajv.4 Hitp\A<dif 6*full Ciih*Jt')n<U. t*,(\en vÜ ibnougli

J'iü^tsxJUmtyi <.ocAü,/i«.inrj Cy (dig (Jwrtin&y /<*>it(i tu:ie,%r jhopeJ t-Ainf JfitM*(tJ ./<,wi loou{<( (ti (Anne;
flit c^/dnt n ,««2 pjLttud all ftuMi tin tAcix 6uiit

And Mamma In her 'kerchief, nnd 1 Iti
my cup.

Had just settled our brains for a long
winter's nap:

When out on tin- lawn there arose such
a clatter.

T sprang from the bed to Bee what was
the mittler.

Away to the window I flew like a Hash,
Tore open Hi- shutters and threw upthe sash.
The moon, "ii the breast of the now-

fallen snow,
Clave Hie lustre of mid-day to objects

bei IW.
When, what to my wondering eyesshould appear.
Bill n miniature sleigh, and eight tiny

i n III -leer.
With n little ..id driver, so lively mid

MUiek. !
f kin w in a moment it must be St. Nick.]More rapid than eagles his coursers

they came.
And he whistled, and shouted, and call¬

ed t In in by name;
Now, Pusher! Vow. Dancer! Now,

Pranccr and Vixen!
On, Comet! < >n. Cupid! On, Bonder

nnd itlltsen!
To the top of the porch! To the top of

the wall!
Now dash tiway! 1 >:ush away! Dash

ii way all!
As dry leaves that before the wild

hurricane fly,
"When I hey meet with an obstacle mount

to tile sky.
So up to the house-top the courser:;

they (b\v.
With the sleigh full of toys, and St.

Nicholas too.
And then, in a twinkling, I heard on

the roof
The prancing and pawing of each little

hoof.

published In n smnll volume, and i:i
1850 nri Illustrated edition was Issued
and had n wide circulation. It coii-
Inincd many spirited and life-takingpictures of tip- saint und his sledge
drawn by "tiny reindeer." it was after¬wards published in many "school rend¬
ers," and made familiar to children in a
hundred ways, and it is believed that it
has had a more extended circulation
than any poem written by an Ameri¬
can.
In addition 11 his "Hebrew Lexicon."

Dr. M.e wrote a "Life of «bot,'.' Cas-
trict, surnatned Bcnndergcg. King of
All.tnia." a modernized form of tin Old
English translation of Jacques Lavrir-
dln's history, printed in 1590. Ho also
published a pamphlet In refutations ol
certain passages in "Jefferson's Notes
Oil Virginia."
After ii long life of usefulness and

honor. Dr.Moore died at Newport; R. I..
July 10, 1863, His remains rest In Trin¬
ity Cemetery, New York. His works
arc' bis best monument.

A rVofcd Ititliy I'nrio.
Mm-. Felix Fnure. wife of the Presi¬

dent otiPrance. recently attended theopening of a new building at tin- Foil-
IKHinJere. or model baby-farm. ;>t Por-
eh< rontaim near Versailles. The baby-
farm was founded by Mine. Eugene
Manuel, wife of the poet, Among its
patrons arc ministers. Senators, poets,painters and physicians, and 'be list
contains many of the greatest names In
Prance.

E. H Masked, whom the Governor of
Massachusetts lias just appointed to till
n vacancy on the hoard of Metropolitan
Hnrk Commissioners, was born in Llv-
ermore, Mo., In 1837. He Is editor and
part owner of the Boston He-iald.

Idren" (she culled them), with motherlyeondecsenslon. And the (amity living uptlicir M»ickiiiB»i l.y Hk- great library Hre-
piace Christmas eve. Strangely enoughneither Mr. Parker nor the children were
over satisfied to hang up the'! own
stockings, and Hey always borrowed
one apiece from mother. Day's was a
trpmendbu long blue sill; stocking, with
yellow clocks on It, ami phe hung it
nearest Id the smouldering einhera bythe chimney, hecausi sin-wanted Hanta
Claus tu nil her's first. The two Idg
boys playtil Put).till and knew how to
ikalc, and Ihey said that "there wasn't
ab Santa Claus and that there never
was any." tut Day and the children
knew too much to subscribe to any such
l ad grammar as that.
Where \v< "I'rancer and Vixen," and

the reindeer sleigh? And Santa Claus
with his r. cheeks ami white fur oyer-I coat, surmounted by a pack of toys';
s., Day Insisted thai the library lire
should he allowed to burn low in order
thai San:., Claus might not get singed
coming dotvn the chimney.

Tin- idg toys laughed at. their onlv
sister; In- Mrs. Pnrkei sail that the
llttlt lad; liould have her own wayand that the hoys should lie caiefulabout shuttering beautiful holiday iiiu.
slous.
Mr. Pariser did not spend Christmas

eve with 111 family this year. He was
superintendent id' a great city Hoiley
syi t< :.i and there was a strike amongthe conductors and molormen. He had
discharged .-¦.me employe tor lueompe-
leiuy; a lliousaiid men struck in sym¬
pathy with the workman, and Insisted
that he sir did lie restored to hi- pi -i-
llori. Serious trouble resulted. There
v.;:- an u iprecbdentcd holiday blockade
p'f I hi flic «I there was a great deal of
suffering among employes whose whole
means ol living had been cut off some
weeks n$ l»s order of their executive
commltti Mr. Parker was uneasy und
so was hh wife, tor threats had he n
made against his life: but the children
were ton young to appreciate the diffi¬
culty of the situation.

II.
it was after Day awoke that she

COilld m: 150 to sleep again. Sin- had
dreamed Santa < 'laus, and of her big
blue stocking tilled with everything her
heart d< sired. And as her eyes was
staring v. le Into the dark of the night
the hupp) visions of her dreams would
in 1 allow themselves to be dispelled.
ICv :i i, ople much older than she
dreams run be very real. Von can al-
innsi loin Ii them.
Just 11 the Cathedral clock down

stall's boomed two. Then it occurred to
Daisy that Santa Claus always came
by mldi Igllt. and that lie hud been
gone 11 P re: while.

"If I 1. oily go down now, with¬
out wal.: K them. I'll h-at them all."
thought Halsy. l.ns.t year, the boys
had got! ahead of her in the annualmorning rush for the stockings, sin-
had nevi yet won that Christmas race.
Now irri! her opportunity.

in the' little cribs the children were
sleeping near her in the same room. The
big boys were in the next room be¬
yond: wh ie on the other side was their
mother's room. Day stepped but <>f bed
like a little mouse, hardly daring to
hrPütho She had to pro through one

'of the two rooms to get to the hnll. She
chose the bo\r.' loom. If they had
(...en awake they would have liech
frighten Ollt of their wits to see .1
white ghost tilt in. hover over their
bods aii! Hit out again. Not a bdai'd
creaked hjnen.th the child's bun- steps.
When :.: .dSt. she stooil ill tie- llppei
ball, thai dlfnly lighted by u lan¬
tern from I eiOW. she breathed relief.
Not a iioui had stirred, and she knew
that a march had ben su.ssfully
Dtolen . a her brothers this tin..-.
"Tbov won't make fun of mo any

mom" --bo whispered with a feeling of
satisfaction.

(y

W preciöu^ 61/15 iM daily ^bower;oit) out & 0ri>xi°U5 He^verj
t.. ...i ill U.i /.4-_li_

tbe jdviour

Now she almost reit like an explorer
in her own house, How newj how dark,
ami strange! How ndveiittircsotiio to

.- itoktiifj about nlon.c In 'In- middle of
Chrlstriius night! Tho child began to
Im- much excited, hut not at all afraid.
Hin- stepped very softly. In a few mo¬
ments she stood the library door.
It was closed, hut not latched. Site
pushed It Open gently, and stepped in.
As sin- did so her heart gave a great

leap ut the sight that confronted her.
Her first impulse was to scrc&nf, but
immediately her better Judgment came
to her rescue. She remembered that it
was Christnias eve yet.
"Why, it's Sniit;i clans:" sl-.c- tin.light.

"Ho must be lot'.-." She stood quite
still.
Now. Hanta Claus had not seen and

ilid not hear her. So sin- In..) it good
chance to look liim over. He was a
tall, thin saint, entirely different from
the preconceived, Idea in this respei i
Hut in others he was like cttbiigh. lie
was dressed in a huge gout skin coat, "f
the natural white color, a'id he had a

bag slung over his shoulder. At thisinomcnt, in the soft light of Mo- um-
liers. In- could be seen bending over
the blue sill: stocking. What, oh. what
was In- putting Into it?

'.'Picas! Mr. Santa Clans." cum.- a
treble voice, "d< n't forget tin- doll that
InlkB."

'I'll.- sain! whirled about lik'- n start¬
led mnlefact r. HU hand sought his
breast pocket. Hut when lie sa.iv the
little vision in white, lie uttered an ex¬
clamation of wonder
"- I guess you're late lo-nlght,"said Day, coming nearer. "Von in us!

have en dwftll hard linn- with s" manyb >ys a ml girls,"
"Look a lore," growled Hi.- Balnt,

".-tie ye alom >"

ui" course T am. Mr. Hanta Claus."
Lit lie I lay st od close beside her Christ¬
mas h'-ro and looked at him crltlcttlly.'The lioys rife left this time. They said
Hint Hanta Claus was a poppy-C ick,"she continued nodding lo r head ¦. irh< gt-
|y, and I told them till y didn't I:
anything about it. Hut you look awful
tired and cross. Have you malaria?
f)ur oook has. She lo iks .in-; like you."Santa Claus looked about furtively.Ai't.-r a satisfactory eye and ear insplion in- took a step forward nnd gazeddown at the little helpless girl. Iii.=
face wore a snrdonic expression.
"So you take me for Santa Clans,

do you. little nil-sV"
"iif course I do," answered Hay. sim¬

ply. Then, putting her little forefinger
up with mock menace, she continued,
playfully: "You can't rdol me."

"()h. Lordy!" the Saint put his hand
to his mouth, trying to stifle an ex¬
plosion of mil tli.

"I don't want It all filled up witli

oranges to make It look big. It Isp.'t
fair." ein,!iniied iho little maid, Borenc-
ly. ''Nor raw tom.i.tuc*, either. Nor I
don't like lumps of sugar and old beatis
done up in lots . tlx11 pnp< rs. I want
you tn give my little brother a train of
ears with n r, nl locÖtnotive. And I guess
I'll do with lihe doll that knows how in
talk. You hid: so tire! and sink 1
won't bother you any ni ne." Sho look-
od Santa Claus in the Cnto with sued I
pretty: tender sympathy llis.t he turned
his head away, In* found IS hard to meet
her tru.tfnl eye.s. As lie I'titTCd, Hie'
suck across Ids shoulder gave a metallic
chliik. The man started again. Tlien I
he carefully ut his hag on the floor,
A cry of rapture broke from tin- child,
for in the visitor's right hand she now
that every doll on hlch she had set her;
Christina- heart.
"Don't put It In the storking, dear

Santa »'laus, let ine hare it now. Mam-
ihn said you wouldn't disappoint me."
S)n- held out her euger little hand.
The Saint slowly dropped the doll In-

to |t. Ai loiilshinent mt on the rude face
under tin Idg cap. Then n toucli of ten¬
derness softened It. For a benefactor of
the children of the rue-.-, he seemed
st rn hgely embarrhs -od.

Kirs! he stood upon one foot watch-
Ing the child's rupture over the phono-
graph doll. Then le shifted to the other
and shrugged Iiis shoulders, and I iked
Phi epish. and 'then he began to grow
red in the face.
Daisy looked up at him enthusiasti¬

cally.
"Say. Mr. Santa Claus, make It talk!!

Show me how."
"i dunr.o," he answered, In a gruff;

whisper.
"Weil, i suppose mamma will." she

?nid with resignation. "Show me what
y u'vo got in tile hag! I want to st e
what you give othei- ohlldrcn beside
us."
Now tie- man began to cotoe to his

senses. He bent his kind its if to do-
tect any sound, and took hold of tho
hat Agnln it guv.- forth a metallic
clank.
"That's the cars! and the locomotive!

Let's sii-'" Day clapped her hands.'
nnci and then suddenly found tht-m
ei, died together In an irrcslstnble grip.
"Co oo- oh!" she began to cry."Santa

clans you hurt!"
sii -sh!" commanded the man. "I'm

not S::nta Claus, I'm-" The tire died
a way, and suddenly left the two in
darkless Immediately there was a
Hush of light coming from a lantern
whose slide Imei been opi ned. The
gleam traversed the child's face and
in that moment Of passing the man saw
p.n expression he will never forget. It
was not one of physical pain.it was
that of a little soul whose childhood

faith and hope ami visions had been
shattered by :i rough blow.
"WhV Palo IHtle miss." The man had

n heart ami he began to show It. He
dropped upon on.- knee and put ids
harsh head (dose t" I lie child's, whose
. llow curls and petal cheeks had never
hi foix> been sullied by a profane touch.
Her great blue eyes looked htm through
und through nuestionlngly.
"Then.then," she said with dignity,

"who nro you'"'
"There, there, little 'un. Don't look

so.I'm a.. 1 don't durst tell." He
dropped his faro before her wide look.
"I wouldn't hurt ye for the world."
Hut Daisy looked grave und troubled.

She was lost in wonder over her visi¬
tor's Identity.

if lie were not Santa Clans who could
he be7 "Didn't yon bring me my doll,
sir?" she asked gently. He shook his
head I» fore tie- searching uuestlon. He
felt that In- would rather confront a
roomful of iudgtti than this child's
beautiful faith which ho had crushed
forever. He wouldn't hnved otic it to
his children for the world. As she still
looked at him with her large Innocent
eyes. In- suddenly burst out: "Fore
God, I didn't bring it! I look it out to
cany home to my own little gal. Sb.
sii! Don't make a noise little lady. I'm
a poof man, out of wi rk, with n starv¬
ing family, and if they'd catch me here
I'd be jugged;" I
"Jugged? What's that?" asked Day.opening her mouth. >
"Sent up.put in prison."
"(>h! that's awful! I don't see what

I le y r an put you in prison for. Youhaven't done anything;"
The man shook bis head knowingly,nnd pointed at the wide, burlap bng."It's the first time." he said. "I was

fired from the Consolidated three weeks
ago."
"Fired?" interrupted the child, pret¬tily perplexed by the worklngman'aslang. "Why, that's papa's road!"
'Yes,'" with a scrowl of hate. "He did

it. 'Taint your fault. Don't be scared,little gall. You don't understand. We
haven't any Christmas dinners to our
house, nor no presents, either.nnd five
young 'ups. I had to steal or stnrve.
nnd I'd rather steal from him who fired
rue. than any one."
"Then." said Day, slowly, "you're not

Santa (.'laus at all.' Your nothing but a
burglar."

"I guess that's about the size of It.
Sh! What's that noise?" The man
looked about nervously: The clock now
struck the half hour.
"I'm so sorry," great tears stood In

the child's eyes. "Papa would be sorry,
too. If he only knew."
The burglar's face softc-ned again. He

looked at his bng full of the Parker
silver. He ^ook it up and then put it

down again. There was an evlditlruggle In his mind. Here ho waa' ofronted In Hist (.rime.by what?: Oby a child. And yet that littleseemed to his hard nature os muc...harrier against evil an a hundred fejuf. stone wall.
"1 iinlghi call mamma," suggest.Day, gently. "Not for the world, chlldW'LThe man put his 1 ude hand upon her söÜfc'arm. What might have meant a softr|pressure for him might have meant po*v?.dored hones for her. "I didn't meaninwhnrm," he repeated apolcrgetlcallyv.-"We're (load broke, that's all. We'renigh starving. I couldn't istand It."..^2Hay looked at her doll. Her sweetlittle fnoe worked with Indecision."Allster?" she looked up with full'eye/, "how old Is you little girl?'".Just eight, little miss."
'I guess mamma, won't mind!" shiftheld out the precious doll to ithe pre¬cious rascal. "Cilve it to her. It's fmiChristmas glfc from me. Say Daisy'.Parker sent It'."
The discharged motorman handled;,the tltiffy pink doll for a moment doubt-!?rully. und then thrust It Into his bbj;side pecket. "I've got to go," he shiv¬ered. "You'd better run up stairs, lit-!tic un."
"No." said the littic hostess, little,!dreaming that he-r very fearlessness/^had utterly disarmed a. man, the more/desperate because he was In the mldof<of his first offense. "I shall see.'y^tTout. You had better pick up your bdgYiVJWhat the man's nature had -soughtya title wliile ago, Iiis better nature had*detested; \After takln' me fur Sn.niy Claus an'jgive me the doll fur my gal, 1 wouldn't!'lake It f. j- a thousand dollar bill. H'stS:moan business and I'm done with It.':}They cn:i starve first, s'help me Godfi&fHow should Ills little angel gues>j? ,Itvhad never occurred to the superintend?'out's daughter that the visitor's bog'contained all the family silver,
Not surprised at anything now. no,

matter how uueer, Day gravely follower!,him. Sim tucked her little hand In hiss
and lie led her to the open parlor window?WhlOh he had easily forced.

In an instant he was outside. Hta
foot was on a stone ledge and his facgSon the other side of the sill, was on %-level with her.

.Com! bye, little lady." he whlapefewIn his gruff way. "1 didn't mean to
frighten ye. nohow. Ye'le forgive mejwon't ye?" Thus worse men than hi
had pleaded for the good opinion o;
those, better than they.though Go
knows wdio of us are very good.The child was beginning to realise^what manner of man this really Wfund now began to tremble violentlyHer strength was almost gon"I guess you're nearer Santa C)a1than a burglar, anyway," Bhe managlto say.
She could not add a word. Softly;window closed, separating the rnotb)

man und the little girl. It desceri<*
like a dream between them, '.hull
out a man's eager, repentant face; sgting in a poor, weak child
Day turned and found herself foldedIn strong arms.
"Papa!" she cried. Papa, papa, papa!'$Then she began to cry.

III.
Oh, the difference In Christmas days?the fortunate nnd the rich hall It n;the happiest of the year. The poor anjdiscontented look askance at it beca'they cannot afford to give, or do ri

receive.
A plain hired coupe draws up before^wooden tenement. A little-girl, plal _tind warmly dressed, Jumps out., firsShe hugs several pnrccis to her breast^and looks singularly appropriate and?,happy. The neighbors look out of th$Windows, some enviously, some ajji-Vprovlngly; for It Is Christmas day..;1: if8*".lack Turner lives up stairs, sir.'-':..Loa tied with parcels two visitors flriätheir way up the hacked stairs.The door opens. A man sitting mOOÄSily in a chair, starts at Day's impulsiv^knocks. The superintendent, the msjiwhom he has hated more bitterly thatfpall other men In the world, walksVlFwith singular nncoiiuciousness, straight1to a table, and pitches the bundles uppsrtfIt. The children In the room stare. T!i(rwife says something, nobody noticedwhat. The man looks as if he wouji~like to sneak away.
Now Day begins to notice a chliÄV.QjCher own age fondling a gorgeous dollThe v isitor makes straight for tHÖpoint and both are soon obllvlbtlSviW!

it hat is going un about them.
"Tell me your story, and the whöle'eftit. Turner." The superintendent'.'sT"down beside the company's dlBcnarimotorman. "If you won't say anythaliout my visit here, I won't menijyours to my house. Now, we're cpd'He laughed, trying to put the matfhis tasD. ''f;H^While the children play, the';talks, and the officer understand;?:there could only be more man andimwInterviews between employer and .^fployee, there would be fewer dlsasttV

misunderstandings.
"I guess we've botli been wroii'g^Mr. Parker spoke cordially attor -ilftening for a quarter ctf an hour. "RCI for work right away."
"That'll settle the strike, sir,",

the motorman. standing: up with net.
manhood on his face.
"One thing more, Ttirner," hls-s'|rlor officer says in a whisper.
"I hope you have turned eyerie

brand new leaf. You must proimlac mfThe man's eyes fill. He glances Q\
at the two little girls, unconsoloüäji
playing together. The wonderfulbigg
says, "papa," "mamma," and^.^fir-wheezes. .J&t&r"No need of that, sir. I'm a differs;
maji since the devil struck me
night. She did It! God bless her!"-Vj§g"Amen." whispers the superintend^"She's worth, she's worth.but.IM
you've got mip of your own." a
Thus Hie great strike ended on Ohnf

mas day, and Santa Claus did It.
- m

Du Maurler has recently madejstatement that his profits from <4f
bv," including his royalties frof"
play, .amount to $126,000 so far. .ig
Professor Woolseyj of T$KS"Jingoism between nations is, '"

and bluster between Individ"
underbreod."


